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AFTER  MANY  DAYS 
I 

The  wind  ran  cold  amid  black  trees,  a  moon 

Of  silver  undefiled  confirmed  the  cold 

Glassily  staring  on  the  leafy  mould 

Where  the  pale  bronze  had  darkened  since  high  noon- 

October  fear  of  age  and  death  too  soon 

Had  stricken  all  things.    But  I  was  not  old, 

The  lone  and  grievous  drew  me,  I  was  bold 

To  taste  them  too  :   Life  was  itself  a  boon. 

I  turned  to  hollow-eyed  ironic  Fate, 

A  deity  most  properly  endowed 

With  attributes  of  awe  tho',  like  the  rest, 

Something  too  deaf.    I  said  "  I  would  be  great.'* 

I  said  it  thrice,  the  last  time  very  loud  : 

So  the  world  overheard  my  dolt  request. 


II 


He — Fate's  no  she  ;  only  blind  fools  suppose 
The  whim  is  womanish  which  such  humours  guide- 
He  with  a  seemly  gesture,  frosty-eyed, 
Cared  not  with  easy-fashioned  words  to  gloze 
His  scorn  of  my  quaint  plea,  but  looked  and  froze 
My  young  ambition's  dream  :   he  would  not  hide 
The  smile  which  to  this  hour  I  see  deride 
My  littleness  of  stature  and  great  pose. 
But  was  there  need  to  riddle  me  ?   What  need  ? 
Who  knew  it  if  not  I,  when  the  great  pang 
Of  hope's  petition  ceased  to  throb  ?   I  saw 
Myself  as  Fate  saw  me.    Yet  the  rude  speed 
Of  blasts  which  louder  in  the  branches  rang 
Chilled  not  my  fire.    Youth  has,  like  Fate,  his  law. 


Ill 


So  being  young  and  still  unquenched  as  hell 
I  strove  again  with  Fate.    And  now  the  sun 
Was  burning  radiance,  which  I  could  not  shun 
Even  within  my  secret  ferny  dell. 
I  spoke  my  prayer — not  the  old  valiant  spell 
Of  wind-begotten  fervour  that  would  run 
Round  the  broad  world  for  fancy  :   finely  spun 
Came  the  keen  words — yes,  keen,  tho'  I  could  tell 
(Watching  myself,  as  now  I  did)  that  noon 
Beside  their  gorgeous  lustre  had  infused 
A  languorous  essence.    Love  I  asked,  no  less  : 
To  love,  be  loved  again,  to  lean  and  swoon 
Thro'  hours  of  trance  and  rapture,  all  bemused 
With  ecstasies  of  passionate  caress. 


IV 


Fate  did  not,  would  not  hear.    I  acquiesced, 

Not  hungering  for  the  future  what  it  brings, 

But  doomed  to  feed  upon  remembered  things. 

The  face  was  vanished  which  should  make  me  blest. 

Then  Time  was  kindly  :   how  could  I  find  rest 

Save  in  his  teeming  courts,  where  gods  and  kings 

In  ghostly  substance  fleet  on  ceaseless  wings 

Working  their  works  of  life  ?    So  I  addrest 

My  wounded  spirit  to  that  breathless  page, 

Which  bears  of  English  Fortune  fond  record, 

And  lived  the  life  of  dead  men  in  my  heart : 

Nor  heeded  if  my  other  life  was  age, 

So  I  might  brood  on  my  historic  hoard 

Of  deathless  youth.    Such  was  Time's  healing  art. 
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Once,  for  the  last  time,  I  saw  Fate  again, 
Looking  across  my  book-walled  room  at  night ; 
And  he  was  pleased  to  talk  of  "  sorrow's  blight," 
Of  "  broken  hearts  "  and  "  loneliness  "  and  "  pain." 
Seeing  him  wait  my  prayer,  I  felt  disdain 
And  answered  nothing.    Then  his  eyes  grew  bright 
And  seemed  to  say,  "  Your  patience  I  requite." 
Laughing  he  left  me.    But  my  heart  was  sane. 
He  pressed  his  gift  upon  me  unawares  : 
Content,  the  leechcraft  that  the  years  devise, 
Was  poured  upon  me.    Now,  my  sickness  eased, 
All  day  I  watch  the  twist  of  men's  affairs 
Smiling,  but  not  in  scorn,  nor  grudge  the  prize 
To  those  who  win,  aloof  and  yet  well  pleased. 


II 


THE   FLOODS 

The  days  of  rain  and  rain  again 
And  again  rain  in  ceaseless  chain 
Are  done  :    and  now  the  sulky  flood 
Of  Medway  river  brown  with  mud, 
Has  left  his  bed  to  taste  dry  ground 
And  many  an  acre  fair  is  drowned. 

What  once  were  pretty  baby  rills 
That  trickled  in  the  chinks  of  hills, 
Now  lewd  and  boisterous  tear  their  way 
To  spill  upon  the  wealden  clay. 
The  wind  whips  pitiless  and  free 
Curled  waves  upon  an  inland  sea. 

This  host  of  strangers  beats  amain 
The  causeway  built  above  the  plain. 
The  dyke  o'erflows.    The  van  ere  long 
Will  overtop  the  bastion  strong, 
Across  the  road  triumphant  bound 
And  swallow  up  new  plots  of  ground. 
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Already  you  may  pity  trees  : 

A  rippling  race  about  their  knees, 

With  bent  and  famished  boughs  they  droop  ; 

While  round  them  meeting  eddies  loop 

And  broken  wood  comes  tumbling  past 

In  mockery  before  them  cast. 

A  hedgerow  peers  above  the  wrack  : 
A  wisp  of  hay  from  some  lone  stack 
About  the  highest  twig  is  wound, 
Bedraggled,  helpless,  swirling  round. 
All  ways  the  secret  nests  are  strewed 
That  last  year  held  a  happy  brood. 


Our  town  is  now  a  foreign  place, 
An  island  in  the  flood's  embrace. 
The  timber  in  the  sawyard  floats, 
Tug  at  their  rings  the  half-filled  boats, 
In  solid  curves  the  waters  shock 
Unbroken  thunder  thro'  the  lock. 


Up  bye-streets  the  invader  creeps 
And  here  the  greasy  pavement  sweeps 
Or  there  slips  in  thro'  garden  rails 
Polluting  with  his  oozy  trails 
The  patch  of  lawn,  stone-bordered  bed, 
And  leaving  blossoms  foul  and  dead. 


OLD  AGE 

I  too,  the  wrinkled  tree, 
Have  felt  within  my  veins 
Sap  stirring  rich  and  free 
After  spring  rains. 

Thoughts  like  unnumbered  leaves 
Grew  green,  then  fluttered  down  : 
Whereof  now  memory  weaves 
A  faded  crown. 

How  close  my  limbs  were  strung, 
How  keenly  came  the  air  ! 
The  fields  I  walked  were  young, 
Young  and  so  fair. 

Yes,  this  cold  blood  hath  run 
Faster  than  tongues  of  fire  : 
Nothing  beneath  the  sun 
Stayed  my  desire. 


Now  all  my  dreams  are  chilled 
Yet  in  my  calmer  breast 
The  death  of  Hope  has  killed 
The  soul's  unrest. 

Tho'  tears  bedew  and  blot 
Life's  gold-illumined  page, 
Yet  I  surrender  not 
To  blind  old  age. 

I  in  my  cabinet 
Finger  rare  gems  of  life, 
Amused  at  lust  to  get 
And  foolish  strife. 

Or  Memory  wakes  a  beam 
Upon  the  dusty  tray  : 
I  start  and  smile  and  dream 
Of  some  blue  day. 

So  here  the  tree  yet  stands 
Brooding  o'er  rotted  fruits, 
Waiting  Death's  timely  hands 
To  tear  the  roots. 


THE  LAME   MAN 

Lame  at  eight  and  twenty, 
Forced  to  lie  and  think  ! 

Surely  there  were  plenty 

Who  in  ease  would  sink, 
Who  condemned  to  sloth 

Would  nestle  on  their  pillows 
Safe  and  nothing  loth 

To  leave  the  world's  sea-billows. 

As  an  outlaw  prisoned 

In  a  cell's  dim  light 
Bleaches  wan  and  wizened 

Aging  night  by  night, 

So  I  lose  the  tan 
Wherewith  the  sun  had  branded 

Marks  upon  his  man, 
Me,  swarthy-necked,  brown-handed. 

I,  the  tireless  walker 

Seeking  hills  to  climb, 
Moulder  here  a  talker 

Babbling  empty  rhyme. 

Had  not  then  the  Muse 
Enough  devoted  wooers  ? 

Surely  she  might  use 
The  dreamers,  not  the  doers. 
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THE  PATTERN 

Is  my  life  but  a  thread  which  Someone  weaves 
Into  a  canopy  to  hide  His  shape 
Or  set  unworthy  worshippers  agape, 
Prodigious  in  the  splendour  that  bereaves 
Man's  soul  of  reason  ?   Haply  Will  deceives, 
That  with  a  puny  lordship  dares  to  ape 
The  government  of  our  senses  and  would  drape 
His  weakness  with  proud  vestures  ? — Who  believes 
His  soul  is  not  his  own,  is  forced  to  muse 
If  his  own  thread  be  white  or  green  or  red 
And  what  the  far-off  Artist  has  designed. 
And  will  my  thread  aligned  with  other  hues 
In  radiant  order  still  when  I  am  dead 
Shine  deathless  in  the  Web  of  human  kind  ? 


IN  THE  TAY  VALLEY 

I  hear  resounding  in  the  mellow  air 

Cool  noises  of  the  burn, 
Which  from  its  home,  the  heather-coated  brae, 

Leaps  down  a  rocky  stair 
By  scented  banks  of  meadow-sweet  and  fern 
To  drown  its  laughter  in  the  droning  Tay. 

In  channels  wreathed  with  bracken  overhead 

It  first  like  secret  tears 
Finds  a  dim  path  amid  the  yellow  stems. 

Then  in  an  open  bed 
With  growing  melody  its  gleam  appears, 
To  squander  on  black  stones  the  sunlit  gems. 

Down  the  last  slope,  in  mossy  nooks  delayed, 

Fretting  at  strait  and  bend, 
Darkened  beneath  the  bridge  and  leaning  trees 

With  intervals  of  shade, 
Into  the  drowsy  vale,  the  journey's  end, 
It  tumbles  murmuring  like  the  heather  bees. 
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The  alder  with  prim  leaves  and  flooded  shoots 

On  the  worn  bank  stands  low, 
The  ash  puts  forth  soft  fingers  and  the  fern 

Nods  on  its  rockbound  roots, 
The  beech  shines  down  in  early  golden  glow 
O'er  the  brown  splendour  of  the  sliding  burn. 

The  bordering  fields  quake  with  pale  oaten  green 

Or  barley  spears  in  poise. 
Last  comes  the  darker  sward  of  river  mead 

And  mighty  Tay  is  seen 

A  light  thro'  the  arched  trees,  a  solemn  noise  : 
The  burn  yields  all,  lost  in  that  sombre  speed. 


TRAVEL 

I  see  a  harbour  :  dusk  is  sinking, 
Long  sheds  and  market  dimmer  grow  ; 
The  masthead  lights  stare  on  unwinking 
Wind-shaken  softly  to  and  fro. 

The  sounds  are  few — a  rough  voice  calling, 
The  rumble  of  a  coalman's  cart, 
And  somewhere  groans  a  windlass  hauling 
As  men  another  voyage  start. 

All  still  the  harbour's  oily  waters, 
The  stink  of  fish  is  subtly  grand  : 
And  on  the  pierhead  Pleasure's  daughters 
Trip  round  the  regimental  band. 
*         *         *         * 

There  lies  my  ship — her  fenders  grinding 
With  pleasant  grunts  against  the  quay  : 
While  broken  smears  of  light  show  winding 
Their  ghostly  passage  out  to  sea. 

Within  an  hour  my  ship  will  shiver 
And  slowly,  slowly  thresh  away. 
O  how  my  heart,  my  bones  will  quiver 
When  first  we  meet  the  fitful  spray  ! 
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So — past  the  pier,  our  paddles  scourging 
The  vanguard  waves  that  meet  the  bar, 
Past  the  twin  lamps  whose  rays  converging 
Glare  upon  rail  and  rope  and  spar. 

The  moon  comes  up,  the  wet  decks  glisten, 
One  funnel  darts  a  fiery  spark : 
I'll  sit  awake  all  night  and  listen 
To  noises  muffled  in  the  dark. 

I'll  hear  the  skipper's  heavy  pacing 
Along  the  bridge  in  lonely  gloom, 
The  water  round  the  paddles  racing, 
Bells  ticking  to  the  engine-room. 

I'll  see  the  homebound  ships  returning, 
The  buoys  that  sentinel  the  bay, 
And  watch  the  last  of  England  burning 
Far  in  the  first  red  glare  of  day. 
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MOTHER  AND  SON 

Ah  !  glorious  boy,  go  forward,  never  fear  : 
Black  spirits  shall  not  trouble  you,  my  dear. 

With  your  body  slim  and  keen 

And  your  mind  so  brave  and  clean 
There's  too  much  health  in  you  for  devils  to  come  near. 

These  devils  need  a  gloomy  dwelling-place 

To  brood  there  on  sour  thoughts  and  visions  base. 

In  a  selfish  head  they  hive 

And  on  sullen  lips  they  thrive, 
But  not  in  your  clear  eyes  and  cloudless  happy  face. 

It's  all  light  about  a  lad  like  you. 

Asleep,  you  laugh  at  what  your  dreamfolk  do  : 

Very  cool  upon  the  cheek 

Lie  the  lashes  long  and  sleek 
And  peaceful  heaves  the  white  chink  of  chest  showing  thro'. 

And  happy  is  the  hour  when  you  awake 
On  new  delights  a  youthful  thirst  to  slake, 

When  all  the  founts  of  day 

For  you  are  bidden  play 
And  each  minute  renders  up  its  sweetness  for  your  sake. 
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Thus  far  down  paths  of  springtime  you  have  sped 
By  happy  thoughts  along  Life's  borders  led. 

Like  a  bird  from  bough  to  bough 

You  have  hovered  up  till  now 
Round  innocent  delights  for  your  short  pleasure  spread. 

But  soon,  young  prince  of  fortune,  soon  a  road, 
Down  which  ere  you  were  born  a  myriad  strode, 

Waits  for  you  too  like  the  rest, 

Life's  leagues  of  toil  and  test, 

Where  many  faint  and  fail  whose  hearts  once  venturous 
glowed. 

Not  you,  my  dear,  not  you.    So  lightly  swung, 
So  untamed  is  your  brown  head,  a  challenge  flung 

To  the  little  world  of  boys, 

So  valorous  in  its  poise, 
It  cannot  stoop  or  deign  to  be  ever  aught  but  young. 

So,  glorious  boy,  go  forward,  never  fear  ; 
Be  blind  at  need,  be  deaf  when  ill's  to  hear. 

Love  the  healthy,  hate  the  vile, 

And  in  trouble  keep  that  smile — 
Nay,  nothing  in  this  world  shall  trouble  you,  my  dear. 
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SUNDAY  NIGHT 

My  brief  siesta's  done. 
I  have  sat  in  the  sun, 
In  pastures  of  the  mind 
I  thought  it  good  to  bask  ; 
But  now  with  head  inclined 
I  stoop  to  Monday's  task. 

I  walked  footsore  and  lame 
Till  Saturday  evening  came. 
Then  I  lay  still,  shut  eyes, 
Deep  in  the  high  green  grass, 
While  thoughts  like  butterflies 
Did  dip  and  poise  and  pass. 

I  saw  the  sky  was  blue 
My  folded  eyelids  through  : 
A  knight  went  riding  by 
Spurring  often  and  hard — 
He  rode,  I  know  not  why, 
Unto  the  Joyous  Gard. 

Then — did  I  dream  at  home  ? — 
I  seemed  to  stand  in  Rome. 
Over  the  close-packed  square 
A  voice  rang  bold  and  loud  : 
Who  would  not  freedom  dare  f 
Rienzd  swayed  the  crowd. 


Francesca  failed  me  not 
And  that  ne'er-sundered  shade 
Whose  tale  of  Lancelot 
Made  love  bloom  unafraid 
And  joined  the  first  long  kiss 
Of  their  brief  tremulous  bliss. 

I  stood  beside  the  door 
And  heard  the  Suitors'  glee, 
When  from  the  upper  floor 
Sudden  Penelope 
Looked  down  along  the  hall. 
Her  coming  stilled  the  brawl. 

Now  sounds  black  Monday's  bell 

To  call  me  from  my  dell. 

I  pine  not,  't  is  the  law, 

But  march  upon  my  way 

Stronger  for  all  I  saw 

In  dreams  since  Saturday. 

Upon  my  shoulders  creak 
The  burdens  of  the  week. 
But  great  words  fill  my  ears 
And  nimbler  is  my  pace  : 
Dimly  thro'  dust  appears 
The  next  green  halting-place. 


THE  WIND  AND  THE  MILL 


So  wearily  the  old  forsaken  mill 

Creaks  in  his  long  lone  fight, 
The  last  perchance  that  he  shall  ever  wage 

With  thy  unsparing  rage, 
O  havoc-hearted  wind  !   forbear  to  kill, 

Have  done  with  ruthless  spite 
And  let  the  warrior  linger  out  his  age. 

He  has  no  shield,  no  tree  to  fence  thy  gales 
From  his  black  wooden  wall ; 

Alone  upon  a  little  knoll  he  towers 
Exposed  to  all  thy  powers. 

0  havoc-hearted  wind  !   behold,  he  fails, 
Soon,  soon  to  sink  and  fall, 

Soon  to  be  levelled  with  the  shrinking  flowers. 

These  eighty  years  he  has  stood  sentinel 

Above  our  village  fields  ; 
And  all  thy  brothers'  blows  these  eighty  years 

Have  bred  in  him  few  fears. 
O  havoc-hearted  wind  !  he  struggles  well : 

To  Time,  not  thee,  he  yields — 
To  Time  who  ravages  but  more  endears. 
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Once  he  exulted  in  thy  wildest  stress 

And  whirled  his  valiant  arms 
Merry  in  mighty  work  to  grind  the  corn. 

But  now  his  arms  are  shorn, 
0  havoc-hearted  wind  !  in  idleness, 

Perforce,  thy  rude  alarms 
He  hears  and  fronts  thy  charge  with  timbers  worn. 

Therefore  be  chivalrous,  leave  undisturbed 

The  champion  of  our  vale. 
Go  if  thou  wilt  and  spur  thy  battle  horse 

Along  some  mountain  course, 
O  havoc-hearted  wind  !   and  tilt  uncurbed 

Against  a  foe  less  frail — 
Lest  haply  wantonness  breed  late  remorse. 
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THE   FLYING  MAN 


I  went  up  with  the  dawn.    The  trees  were  still 

Save  for  a  poplar's  discontented  stir. 

The  noiseless  world  was  sleeping,  till  the  whirr 

Of  my  loud  engine  broke  with  clamour  shrill 

That  calm  grey  hour  and  from  a  neighbouring  hill 

Did  jarring  echoes  volubly  recur 

And  ever  quickening  little  by  little  slur 

To  one  long  note  the  revolutions'  trill. 

I  started  and  beneath  me  rushing  wheels 

Scarred  tracks  along  the  grass  in  the  white  rime. 

I  rose — as  gliding  up  a  magic  stair  : 

Green  fields  withdraw  and  each  huge  step  reveals 

New  distances  before  me  as  I  climb 

Colossally  in  undiscovered  air. 
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II 


I  flew  towards  an  everlasting  wall 

Of  woodless  hills.    A  very  foam  of  air 

Stung  on  my  visored  face  the  little  bare 

And  roared  about  my  ears  the  savage  call 

Of  speed  divine  and  reckless.    Down  the  fall 

Of  league-broad  valleys  lay  the  mists  as  fair 

As  sleeping  children  that  one  pillow  share, 

Until  the  day  waked  and  dispersed  them  all. 

On  my  left  hand  the  early  sun  peeped  out 

Thro'  sullen  cloudbars  :   a  beam  touched  my  wheel. 

Now  my  vast  wall  was  near,  and  higher  yet 

I  arched  my  course,  till  suddenly  a  shout 

Broke  on  my  lips,  the  joy  explorers  feel, 

For  there  before  me  land  and  ocean  met. 


29 


Ill 


Soon  I  could  see  what  I  am  dumb  to  tell, 

The  line  of  all  the  waters  on  our  shore 

In  one  vast  prospect,  and  the  moving  war 

Of  waves  that  with  high  spray  and  broken  swell 

Lay  siege  to  cape  and  rock-built  citadel 

Or  wander  unresisted  o'er  and  o'er 

Acres  of  sandy  beach.    Murmurs,  no  more 

Than  linger  in  the  hollows  of  a  shell, 

Came  faintly  to  my  height  from  that  wide  fray, 

And  piping  gulls  below  me  were  not  heard 

Wheeling  about  the  ships  that  with  full  sails 

Seemed  motionless  upon  a  plain  of  grey. 

Then  clouds  received  me  in  wet  folds  and  blurred 

The  vision  with  impenetrable  veils. 


IV 


I  shot  out  into  brightness.    There  lay  France. 
A  lightship  still  was  blinking  in  the  west, 
Like  one  whose  sleepy  eyelids  were  oppressed 
With  all-night  watch  and  opened  in  a  trance. 
But  windmills  had  begun  their  merry  dance 
In  the  first  breeze  of  day.    With  silky  crest 
Smoke  bubbled  up  from  chimneys,  like  a  jest 
From  laughing  lips.    Swift  as  the  day's  advance 
I  passed  o'er  quay  and  city  :  waving  hands 
Gave  welcome  and  the  peasant  stopped  his  hoe 
To  peer  up  skywards.    Birds,  a  venturous  few, 
Sailed  near  the  invader  or  in  jealous  bands 
Fled  cawing  down  the  wind,  as  I  turned  low 
Feigning  in  play  to  scatter  and  pursue. 


I  made  the  gleam  of  a  canal  my  guide 

Upon  a  bed  of  immemorial  ease 

Sleeping  :  and  by  its  line  of  high  still  trees 

And  silver  thro'  dark  shadows  dimly  spied 

It  led  me  thro'  the  quiet  countryside, 

By  farm  and  chateau,  forest  and  broad  leas, 

Or  white  green-shuttered  towns  with  spacious  quays 

Where  empty  barges  on  clear  waters  ride. 

Yet  all  this  warmth  and  homeliness  was  felt 

As  something  far  away,  perhaps  recalled 

From  earlier  lives  one  only  lived  to  die — 

So  that  was  earth  where  once  I  too  had  dwelt, 

And  those  were  roads  whereon  I  once  had  crawled, 

Before  I  was  immortal  in  the  sky  ! 


VI 


But  the  first  pride  departed.    Bitter  cold 
Humbled  me,  and  my  eyes  would  strain  no  more 
For  weariness.    Sudden  the  engine  roar 
Faltered  and  clogged,  then  silence.    Uncontrolled 
My  craft  amid  the  gusts  quivered  and  rolled  ; 
Propellers  groaned,  waked  from  the  steady  snore 
Of  fifty  miles  an  hour,  and  ceased  to  bore 
A  path  of  their  own  choosing.    I  took  hold 
And  sank  the  righted  craft  a  gentle  bend, 
Tipped  the  left  wing,  swerved  round,  so  again  round 
Swoop  after  swoop  sped  down  a  spiral  lane, 
With  eyes  alert  for  landing.    Happy  end 
On  earth  that  leaps  to  meet  me  !  With  live  sound 
The  wheels  sprang  on,  then  slowed  along  the  plain. 
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FAME  AND  THE  CRITIC 

I  have  no  unslaked  thirst  to  get, 
Ambition  seldom  makes  me  sweat. 

Not  that  I  despise  men's  praise, 
But,  no,  I  will  not  fight  for  bays. 

Yet  to  see  and  feel  a  thing, 
That  is  living  like  a  king. 

Any  labour  I'll  endure 

To  win  a  sight  more  clear  and  pure. 

I'd  like  Fame  to  come  to  me 
Sitting  under  a  mulberry  tree. 

She  should  visit  me  at  home, 
I  will  not  for  her  sake  roam. 

If  she  came — why,  even  then 
I'd  be  toying  with  my  pen, 

Drinking  in,  eyes  noting  down 

Her  gesture,  shape,  and  flaming  gown. 

Impassive,  staring  like  a  lynx, 
Perhaps  I'd  scare  away  the  minx. 

But  surely  she  would  never  flaunt 
In  my  unspoiled  and  simple  haunt. 
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ON  A  BOY  DROWNED  IN  SAVING  A  FRIEND 


Behold  where  Strength  lies  sleeping,  one  who  saw 
The  world  with  happy  eyes  and  knew  no  fear. 
What  youth  might  do  he  did  ;  he  held  life  dear 
But  sank,  obeying  friendship's  primal  law. 
Before  his  manhood's  prime  he  found  his  part 
And  played  the  man.    Here  lies  a  quiet  heart. 
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THE   GAMEKEEPER 


If  I  must  lie  beneath  the  sod, 

'Tis  hard — but  you  can't  get  over  God. 

So  if  I  have  to  lie  in  the  dark, 

I'd  like  my  grave  in  Bantock  park. 

I  think  a  dead  man's  not  so  dead 
But  what  he  feels  above  his  head 
The  air  he  loved  ;   I'd  be  at  ease 
Resting  beneath  the  Bantock  trees. 


FATHER  AND  SON 


In  the  grave  my  son  is  sleeping, 
Dearest  of  the  dear. 

Not  to  hear  his  mother  weeping 
In  her  chamber  drear, 

I  go  forth  in  silence  keeping 
Back  the  needful  tear. 

Lone  I  wander  in  the  garden 

By  the  April  lawn, 
Praying  for  my  heart  to  harden 

Where  the  wound  is  torn. 
O  my  God,  this  anguish  pardon  ! 

He  was  my  first-born. 
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IN  A  RUINED  TEMPLE 


I  do  not  know  Thee  under  any  name, 
Thy  altar  is  the  world  or  else  my  heart : 
I  learn  Thee  in  the  universal  frame 
Or  a  still  voice  within  me  says  "  Thou  art." 

I  hearken  to  that  lore, 
I  cry  to  Thee  in  prayer,  I  worship  and  adore. 

Thy  large  magnificence  I  would  not  bound 
Within  one  title's  limits,  tho'  the  voice 
Of  millions  of  my  brothers  with  one  sound 
Acclaimed  that  title  loud.    But  I  rejoice 

If  that  united  breath 
Declares  a  faith  that  Thou  wilt  triumph  over  Death. 

Whatever  man  has  done  in  search  of  Thee, 
Divining  here  Thy  law  and  there  Thy  love, 
The  holy  tales  long  told,  the  stern  decree 
Of  moral  seer  and  sage  soaring  above 

Their  day  of  woe  and  strife 
And  scattering  in  their  flight  the  words  of  deathless  life,- 


I  prize  it  all,  therein  my  soul  finds  wings 
To  fly  to  upper  air.    What  men  have  feared 
Or  numbered  with  unknown  celestial  things 
To  me  is  ever  humanly  endeared. 

Yea,  so  it  be  in  hope, 
I  care  not  greatly  where  their  doubting  spirits  grope. 

Silence  and  solitude  may  guard  the  shrine 
That  once  was  filled  with  awe  ;  the  crumbling  stone 
May  thick  be  strewed  with  needles  of  the  pine 
That  murmuring  o'er  waste  altars  towers  alone — 

I  enter  with  bare  head  : 
For  where  true  faith  has  lived,  it  cannot  e'er  be  dead. 

Surely  wise  ghosts,  whom  Death  has  taught  more  truth 

Felicitous  in  aeons  undisturbed, 

Scorn  not  the  bondage  of  their  earthly  youth 

But  love  the  chains  with  which  themselves  they  curbed 

And  visit  'neath  the  moon 
The  place  where  old  belief  breathed  forth  its  humble  boon. 
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THE  MEDWAY  IN  SEPTEMBER 

On  Summer's  last  long  day 
To  do  last  homage  ere  her  ended  sway 
I  chose  the  river  way. 

Mile  after  mile  I  marched 
By  reedy  banks  and  tribute-runnels  parched 
With  dark  trees  over-arched. 

A  load  of  vague  distress 

Lay  on  that  whispering  world :  the  wind's  caress 
Was  smooth  but  comfortless. 

Here  Life  had  ceased  in  dream 
Stirred  only  in  a  dragon-fly's  quick  gleam 
Across  the  sombre  stream. 

What  flowers  were  left  were  few 
And  long  ago  had  drunk  the  morning  dew 
And  now  had  thirst  anew. 

Save  for  a  reed  moist  red, 
Which  o'er  his  watery  image  bent  his  head, 
All  else  was  sick  or  dead. 

Some  had  their  white  scorched  brown, 
Some  weary  of  forced  brilliance  and  rich  crown 
Desired  to  lay  it  down. 

Only  the  trees  were  bold 
To  keep  and  boast  their  glory  as  of  old  : 
One  beech  was  touched  with  gold. 


THE  POET'S  DAY 


At  dawn  he  wrought  his  liturgy  and  praised 
The  busy  goldsmiths  in  the  eastern  forge 
Preparing  summer  shafts  on  fires  that  blazed 
Beyond  man's  ken  in  some  cloud-wreathed  gorge. 
He  praised  all  things,  the  tides  of  misted  gold 
Ranging  in  heavenly  seas,  the  sumptuous  light, 
The  earth's  throat-cooling  dew  and  fragrant  mould, 
And  chanted  forth  a  death  song  for  the  Night. 

The  air  welled  free  and  strong  from  founts  of  life, 

Springs  inexhaustible  of  life  unquenched. 

The  Day  bethought  him  of  his  giant  strife, 

The  squadrons  of  the  Night  before  him  blenched. 

Invisibly  accorded,  every  ray 

From  slumber  roused  put  on  his  panoply 

And  with  a  spear  of  light  darted  away 

To  swell  the  army  marching  up  the  sky. 
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The  singer  paused  half  doubting  if  to  hail 
The  conqueror  or  Night's  surrendering  swoon 
To  hymn  with  sighs.    Meanwhile  the  flashing  mail, 
Advanced  in  orgulous  triumphant  noon, 
Had  cowed  with  brazen  glare  the  legions  swart, 
Night's  darkly-coated  thralls  :  none  reckless  turned 
To  fling  away  a  life  nor  hoped  to  thwart 
The  host  whose  arms  inexorably  burned. 


Nothing  eludes  that  vigilant  soul.    No  cloud 
Unmarked  by  him  steals  o'er  the  line  of  hills 
Or  shadows  the  full  valleys  with  a  shroud, 
Dimming  the  pure-heart  green  where'er  it  spills 
Its  leisured  greyness.    Morning  finds  him  stark 
And  watchful,  drinking  in  the  chastest  cup 
Of  unpolluted  bliss  :   and  comes  the  dark 
But  will  not  seal  his  tireless  eyelids  up. 


Proud  ease  succeeded  and  the  taint  of  peace 
Rusted  Day's  tyrannous  weapons,  till  the  earth 
Sweated  with  venomous  heat  and  craved  release 
From  him  whose  entry  boded  lust  and  mirth 
Of  riot  waxing  fat.    Wan,  sobered  now, 
His  song  forgot,  becalmed  the  blood's  sweet  stir, 
Listless  the  poet  climbs  a  mountain  brow 
Where  spirits  of  the  wind  do  most  confer. 
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The  grass  is  rough  and  dry  upon  the  down, 
And  rudely  gaping  cracks  run  in  and  out 
Amid  the  barren  tufts  all  tipped  with  brown  ; 
The  air  is  heavy,  tasteless  in  the  drought. 
And  yet  he  feels  the  highway  dust,  which  rimmed 
His  aching  eyelids,  purged  by  ringers  cool  : 
Far  from  his  height  he  sees  with  gaze  undimmed 
The  hollow's  vapours  like  a  rankling  pool. 


Across  the  vale  a  sheepbell's  toneless  clinks 
Dull  echo  move  :   a  seeming-aimless  bee, 
Circling  the  hummock  where  he  leans  and  thinks, 
Angrily  murmurs  ere  it  turns  to  flee. 
No  other  sound  invades  this  quiet  hold 
Of  Peace,  this  solitude  where  Time  content 
Feigns  in  due  pause  his  weary  wings  to  fold 
And  Destiny  forgets  his  sad  event. 


A  while  he  lay  and  let  the  searching  heat 
Burn  his  unshaded  brow  and  inly  breed 
Still  meditation  with  a  calm  more  sweet, 
From  cares  of  the  old  world  more  safely  freed, 
Than  Sikel  shepherd  mid  the  mountain  caves 
Who  sees  far  down  below  the  pebbled  shore 
And  casts  a  long  soft  note  upon  the  waves 
And  sighs  because  the  voice  returns  no  more. 
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By  this  the  fiercest  of  the  rays  were  cooled, 

As  tho'  Day  settled  in  his  throne  would  sheathe 

The  blades  of  hot  retainers  over-ruled 

And  let  his  subject  kingdom  turn  and  breathe. 

But  watchful  breezes  ran  to  tell  the  Night 

That  Day  had  looser  hold,  and  Night  arose 

To  scheme  for  victory  in  a  second  fight 

And  vengeance  on  his  proud  untroubled  foes. 


Now  eve  fore-runner  came  :   an  airy  tide 
Rolled  back  the  valley  vapours  and  soft  haze, 
The  woods  stood  clear  upon  the  far  hillside 
Revealed  in  sharp  still  light.    The  singer's  gaze 
Caught  glimpses  of  the  lowland  :  mountain  dreams 
Were  sundered,  to  his  misty  mind  recurred 
Man  fugitive  and  hopeful :   ancient  themes 
Awoke  upon  his  lips  the  doubting  word. 


'The  Sun  is  past  his  South  :  like  eager  man 
Who,  ere  all  youth  be  gone  and  scattered  grey 
Sobers  his  brow,  burns  with  a  foolish  plan 
To  squander  all  before  he  come  to  clay, 
So  the  proud  Sun,  as  tho'  in  his  gold  veins 
The  blood  ran  prodigal,  forbears  to  save 
And  unspilt  treasure  of  his  strength  disdains 
To  carry  with  him  to  his  ocean  grave. 
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Low  to  the  filmy  West  he  bends  his  face, 

Defying  with  a  waste  of  crimson  rays 

His  coming  doom — why  lock  the  jewel-case  ? 

Time  soon  for  ever  dims  their  lustrous  blaze. 

Or  dost  Thou  know,  bright  Spendthrift,  of  that  morn 

When  Thou  replenished  from  some  nameless  hoard 

Shalt  turn  again  in  chariot  nobly  borne 

And  waking  earth  do  homage  to  her  Lord  ? 


We  that  behold  Thee,  we  that  strut  or  crawl 
On  one  of  countless  planets  Thou  hast  scanned, 
Would  that  we  knew  like  Thee  if  this  be  all, 
If  we  shall  wake  and  in  what  wonderland. 
Be  Thou  our  prophet.    By  Thy  life  renewed, 
Thy  passage  to  another  hemisphere, 
Thy  glad  return  and  Thy  eternal  feud 
With  darkness,  so  command  us  not  to  fear." 


With  that  he  rose  and  stood  as  in  farewell, 
Watching  Day's  fair  decline  and  distant  peaks 
Come  out  of  the  great  distance  for  a  spell 
Of  short-lived  purple  glory.    Then  he  seeks 
The  bent  uneven  path  by  which  he  came 
And  plunges  in  the  tightening  darkness  down 
To  his  home  door.    The  stars  uplift  their  flame 
And  lamps  are  springing  in  the  little  town. 
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A  RAINY  EVENING  IN  NOVEMBER 


Beauty  is  about  me  every  day 

And  hovers  o'er  my  pillow  in  the  night ; 
She  follows  me  from  morning's  anxious  grey 
Thro'  the  noon's  reckless  arrogant  display 

Till  the  dying  of  the  dim  twilight. 


Light  is  not  the  only  crown  she  deigns 

To  set  upon  her  many-gleaming  head. 

The  darkness  may  enhance  with  sweeping  trains 

Her  immensity  silent  in  the  plains  ; 

She  may  sleep  upon  a  white  mist  bed. 


Rain  cannot  befoul  her  silken  wing : 

She  triumphs  in  the  desolate  and  drear. 

The  raindrops  are  the  jewels  she  would  string 

In  a  rosary  redolent  of  Spring 

When  the  countenance  of  Earth's  austere. 
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NIGHT  AND  DAY 
I 

All  day  I  struggle  with  earthly  things, 
Cares  and  money  and  cramping  rules  : 
Good  and  Evil  like  two  great  kings 
Wage  the  war  that  never  cools, 
Fighting  to  win  me  as  tho'  I  lay 
A  coveted  strip  of  borderland 
Parting  their  kingdoms  on  either  hand. 
Such  for  me  is  the  life  of  the  day. 
Scarce  once  my  captive  thoughts  uplift 
Their  curious  harmony  of  voices, 
Nor  in  this  mist  my  soul  rejoices 
To  find  some  passage  thro'  a  rift 
And  with  ambition  fond 
Speed  to  the  azure  beyond. 
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II 


But  joy  is  coming,  its  odours  I  take 
Deep  in  my  nostrils,  my  thirst  I  slake 

In  the  pools  of  the  night. 
For  daylight's  several  hells 
The  nightwind  clean  dispels. 
I  go  to  dance  by  a  reedy  lake 

Where  the  waters  first  emerge 
From  the  wood's  uncertain  verge. 
Down  in  the  depths  are  points  of  light, 

Like  some  starry  molten  flake 
Dropt  by  a  rushing  orb  in  his  race 

Thro'  limitless  air  and  space 
And  seized  by  a  watery  sprite 

To  be  her  glory  and  grace : 

Or  like  some  jewel  flung  from  a  dancer's  twinkling  feet 
As  they  flash  on  the  floor  of  heaven  in  ceaseless  radiant  beat 

Or  a  beam  from  abandoned  eyes 

Half  closed  in  ecstasy's  worship  and  praise  to  the  Lord  of 
the  skies. 
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Ill 


Away  from  the  wood  the  lake's  far  edge 
Dies  off  into  a  sullen  mere 
Of  laggard  waters,  broken  here 
By  whispering  islets  choked  with  sedge 
And  here  by  patches  of  grass  yellow  and  sour 
On  the  quivering  turf  where  the  pale  bog  flower 
Sits  innocent  over  the  slime  below. 

Scarce  creep  the  waters  slow 
From  pool  to  pool :   and  Silence  crone-like  dotes 
O'er  this  grim  scene,  until  one  warbler  from  her  bower 

Seizes  the  lonely  hour 
And  fills  it  with  a  flood  of  wizard  notes. 

There,  breathless  from  the  dance, 

I  let  the  pool  lapping  on  small  smooth  stones, 
The  shaking  bulrush  and  the  swift  sweet  tones 
Of  that  lone  singer  my  fierce  thoughts  entrance. 

My  spirit  roams 
Seeking  that  unhuman  treasure 
Holy  hope-inspired  leisure: 

Or  strives  to  trace 

The  passage  of  the  faery-footed  gnomes 
Who  haunt  the  else  unpeopled  place 
And  in  the  crackling  osiers  make  their  mist-swathed  homes. 
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IV 


O  blest  is  silence,  blest  is  he 
Who  leans  upon  some  ancient  tree 
And  lets  the  sultry  fumes  of  Day 
Die  down  within  him.    Who  can  pray, 
Whatever  god  he  loves  or  fears, 
When  thro'  the  wolvish  hours  and  wild 
Of  Light,  that  only  shows  the  tears 
On  brimfull  eyes  or  leads  the  way 
For  men  to  raven  on  their  kind, 
The  temple  of  majestic  Mind 
Is  hoarse  with  din  of  outside  fray 
And  by  polluting  hands  defiled  ? 


But  in  this  subtle  air,  this  breath 
Blown  from  Elysian  fields  of  death, 
In  these  half  odours  which  ere  known 
Have  into  something  rarer  dwindled, 
Beneath  this  firmamental  zone 
Of  stars  in  their  own  rapture  kindled, 
In  this  safe  hour  when  all  is  rest 
And  nothing  loveless  can  molest 
The  soul  ascending  nor  no  strife 
Can  mar  the  very  bliss  of  life — 


What  supplications  now  may  seize 
The  forest  hermit's  lips,  what  praise, 
What  passionate  exulting  phrase 
Be  thought  in  whispers  !    With  what  ease 
Man  soars,  with  what  gigantic  strides 
Over  the  wastes  of  heaven  he  glides 
And  probes  the  abysmal  bright  to  find 
The  Shape  which  weaker  eyes  would  blind. 


I  drop  from  my  fingers  the  weapons  of  day 
And  bathe  my  stiff  wounds  in  the  waters  of  peace 
And  almost  rejoice  in  past  turmoil  because  of  release. 
The  furies  within  me  are  under  a  spell, 
I  breathe  and  my  breast  but  half  stirs  with  the  swell, 
I  rest  from  the  fray. 


The  noise  of  the  tumult  has  fallen  away, 
The  fight  is  a  dream  from  my  spirit  withdrawn, 
A  remembrance  of  evil  dissolved  in  the  comfort  of  dawn 
For  night  is  my  dawn  when  my  spirit  is  stirred 
To  new  life,  to  true  life,  to  visions  deferred 
Till  the  death  of  the  day. 


No  sound  in  my  ears  but  the  wind,  if  it  stray 
With  stolen  delight  thro'  the  murmuring  reeds, 
No  hunger  unsated,  no  ferment  of  passionate  needs. 
White  calm  of  the  starlight  is  all  I  desire, 
My  beacons  of  conquest  their  faint  pallid  fire, 
In  a  truce  with  the  day. 


Full  joy  has  no  word  but  in  silence  can  say 
What  tongues  could  not  stammer.    O  bliss  of  retreat, 
I  am  thine,  thou  art  mine  in  the  stillness,  and  refuge  is  sweet 
From  the  sneers  of  the  quarrel,  the  snaky  deceits, 
Which  whisper  in  alleys  or  shout  in  the  streets 
Of  the  city  of  day. 


O  Night,  with  thy  bulwarks  of  darkness  delay 
The  armies  of  light,  irresistible  light ; 
The  invader  repel  to  the  last  and  dying  yet  fight. 
One  hour  of  surrender  deferred  is  a  prize, 
One  hour  ere  thy  innermost  citadel  lies 
Unbared  to  the  day. 
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VI 

Now,  now  !   the  stars  begin  to  pale. 
Why  do  their  fires  so  fail  ? 

O  ye  to  whom  belongs  the  glorious  task 
To  tend  the  beacons  of  the  boundless  sky, 
Let  me  not  vainly  ask, 
Let  not  your  fires  so  die. 
Whate'er  with  diamond  axes  you 
Quarry  from  steeps  of  richest  blue 
To  feed  the  ever-aging  Sun 
When  he  his  western  goal  has  won — 
Now  borrow  from  the  boisterous  North 
Pinions  of  speed,  in  haste  bring  forth 
The  precious  metal,  pile  the  bars 
On  each  white  furnace,  ere  the  stars 
Their  last  divine  effulgence  dim  ! 

But  hark  !   I  hear  the  morning  hymn. 
The  birds  unprisoned  from  the  dark 
In  holt  and  dale  and  dewy  park 
Pipe  their  first  doubtful  notes,  then  wait 
To  see  the  Sun  himself  step  from  his  cloudy  gate. 
In  vain  my  prayer  !  No  prayer  can  stay 
The  onset  of  resistless  day. 
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One  by  one  the  Night-king's  weary  minions 

Creep  to  the  utmost  verge  of  his  unmeasured  dominions 
And  hide  their  heads  in  a  shroud 

Of  filmy  feathery  cloud, 
Until  some  trumpet  never  heard  on  earth 

Blow  for  the  night's  next  birth 
And  bids  them  in  their  swarthy  vesture  crowd 
In  answer  to  their  monarch's  summons  loud. 
And  all  along  the  towers  and  parapets 

The  black  King's  palace  sinks  in  gloom 

As  each  star  lantern  sets 
And  leaves  the  place  no  palace  but  a  tomb. 
Lastly  the  monstrous  mole  itself  to  slow  decay 
Surrenders  :   and  long  ribs  of  pearly  grey 
Shine  thro',  as  in  the  misty  wet  of  morn 
The  corpse  of  Night  lies  wasted  and  forlorn. 
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ON  THE  HILLSIDE 


Sweet  airs,  belike  the  scents  you  bear 
Are  fancies  full  of  gracious  themes  : 
Fold  your  soft  wings  and  loiter  near 
Nor  vanish  like  my  idle  dreams. 

Ye  have  rolled  mistily  across 
The  plains  of  Majesty  and  Dread, 
Or  crept  by  stealth  along  the  moss 
Where  Nature  lays  her  easy  head. 

All  havens  of  well-pleased  Desire, 
All  spellbound  garden-plots  of  Rest, 
Where  Thoughts  sing  like  an  unseen  quire 
And  Wisdom  builds  her  high-swung  nest, 

These  ye  have  visited  :    thereby 
Your  breath  is  fragrant.    Let  not  all 
Your  wandering  sweetness  with  you  die, 
Grant  on  my  lips  a  little  fall. 


THE  LOVER 

When  my  love  came  near  me,  I  opened  the  Book  of  Life. 

Therein  I  found  great  store 
Of  marvellous  tales  and  pictures.    I  said  "  Was  I  blind  before 

That  I  never  read  this  lore  ? 
Surely  Life  is  a  rapture  :  on  every  page  will  I  pore 

And  con  it  o'er  and  o'er." 
When  my  love  departed,  I  closed  the  Book  of  Life 

And  cared  to  read  no  more. 
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TRITON  SONGS 

STORM 

Blow  upon  your  conches  sounds  that  sailors  dread  ! 

King  Neptune  shall  awake 

To  lift  an  angry  head 
Above  the  waves  that  thunder : 
And  the  shine  of  the  moon  shall  light  his  flying  car 
As  from  crest  to  crest  it  passes  thro'  many  a  heaving  mile, 

While  below  the  Nereids  quake 

To  hear  on  rocks  afar 

The  timber  torn  asunder 

Of  a  tall  ship  going  under 
To  die  by  the  headland  of  a  savage  manless  isle. 

Pirates  in  their  caverns  feasting  all  night  long, 

When  headland  scouts  run  in 

And  break  the  ribald  song 

With  word  of  new  prey  sighted, 

Lift  a  yell  that  resounds  round  the  hollow  rocky  walls, 
Dash  their  goblets  on  the  floor,  pick  up  shield  and  buckle 
glaive. 

For  the  dawn  is  breaking  thin, 

The  mist  in  patches  crawls  : 

They  see  the  far  sail  whited 

And  spars  by  sunbeams  lighted, 
Then  leap  on  their  benches,  cut  the  cable,  breast  the  wave. 
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So  from  dingy  dungeon  Aeolus  unbolts 

The  wildest  of  his  crew, 

The  North  who  most  revolts 

And  strains  against  the  shackle. 
Out  to  rob,  out  to  slay,  his  pinions  starred  with  ice, 
In  his  strength  the  blast  rejoices  and  whips  the  surge  to  spray. 

And  the  men,  what  should  they  do  ? 

What  profits  men's  device, 

When  Boreas  rips  the  tackle, 

When  mast  and  rudder  crackle  ? 

What  hope  but  in  Neptune  ?  What  in  him  ?  What  good  to 
pray  ? 

Blow  upon  your  conches  sounds  that  sailors  dread  ! 

Your  breath  shall  be  the  dirge 

To  chant  for  sailors  dead 

Among  the  waves  that  thunder. 
Now  the  North  wind  recalled  to  cavern  bonds  obeys, 
Now  the  King  bids  home  his  horses  o'er  many  a  broken  mile  : 

While  below  the  nether  surge 

The  Nereids  groop  and  gaze 

In  newborn  pity's  wonder 

On  well-knit  white-limbed  plunder 
Which  sank  by  the  headland  of  a  savage  manless  isle. 
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CALM 

Breathe  low  upon  your  sea-horns  and  let  the  echoes  play 

Round  the  sunlit  bay 

Where  Glaucus  hath  his  shrine 

Amid  the  dancing  brine 
And  the  blue  fane  of  the  sky  in  a  long  summer's  day 

Beholds  men  grateful  pay 

Homage  as  they  lay 
Gifts  on  the  shore  for  the  deity  benign. 

There  is  peace  upon  the  waters  and  a  blithe-coming  breeze 

Whispers  on  the  quays 

And  calls  the  men  ashore 

To  launch  the  ship  once  more  : 
Neither  woman,  child,  nor  home  can  their  heartstir  appease 

Forgetful  of  their  ease 

They  long  for  busy  seas, 
Salt  in  the  spray  and  the  groaning  of  the  oar. 


Young  Naiads  we  have  sighted  as  day  begins  to  gleam 

Swimming  down  the  stream 

To  see  our  kingdom's  bound. 

They  turn  and  peer  around, 
Then  they  scatter  with  a  cry  and  the  gold  ripples  beam. 

To  them  we  Tritons  seem 

Demons  of  a  dream, 
Brine  about  our  cheeks  and  our  tresses  weedy-crowned. 
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We  capture  them  and  kiss  away  fair  terror  from  their  eyes. 

They  tell  us  all  that  lies 

In  fields  behind  the  sand, 

Of  dances  hand  in  hand 
In  the  lonely  moonlit  meads,  of  the  wind's  forest  sighs, 

Of  flowery  scents  and  dyes, 

Of  flaming  water-flies, 
Sparks  in  the  gloom  by  their  waveless  rushy  strand. 

O  sweet  may  be  their  earth  and  their  homes  of  leafy  green, 

Shadowy,  serene. 

But  Tritons  cannot  dwell 

In  still  and  dewy  dell ; 

Round  the  foreland  shocked  with  breakers  where  winds 
whistle  keen 

On  stately  waves  we  lean 

And  breathe  the  savour  clean, 
Slide  down  the  furrows  and  shoulder  up  the  swell. 


THE    SIRENS 

We  wanderers  in  the  sea  well  know 
What  spicy  redolent  airs  may  blow 
O'er  the  watery  plains  that  bound 
Asia  with  a  slumbering  sound. 
There  oft  upon  the  waves  we  hang 
And  drink  the  myrrh  the  night-wind  brings 
From  Lydian  shrine, 
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Or  laugh  and  glory  in  the  clang 
When  on  our  ears  the  trumpet  rings 
And  uncouth  pipes  with  ceaseless  whine 

Half  hide  the  ancient  name 
Which  Dindymus  with  long  and  loud  acclaim 
Echoes  mid  the  din  of  songs 
And  roaring  Berecyntian  gongs. 


Nor  is  old  Nysa  still, 
But  oft  we  hear  the  Maenads  shrill 

Chants  of  joy  and  godlike  sadness, 
Chants  of  earth  in  primal  gladness, 
Mysteries  of  endless  birth  ; 
While  Dionysus  leads  their  mirth 
Across  the  vales  into  his  magic  hill, 
The  kingdom  of  sweet  madness. 


Yet  sweeter,  wilder  is  the  note 
Which  surging  in  a  Siren's  throat 

Turns  by  all  melodious  arts 

Mariners'  sea-hardened  hearts. 
0  sweet,  madly  sweet  is  the  Siren's  song. 
Beware,  ye  great  and  strong, 
Lest  their  music  make  you  weak 

And  hale  you  along 
To  the  mist-enfolded  peak 
Where  they  wait  for  wandering  men  to  do  them  savage  wrong. 


62 


There  on  two  crags  they  sit, 
Which  stand  like  pillars  of  a  gate 
To  guard  the  entrance  of  a  deep-cut  chine, 

Strewn  with  the  bones  of  men  who  met  their  fate. 
One  with  cold  eyes  that  mirth  has  never  lit 
Scans  the  wide  sea  to  heaven's  bounding  line 

For  some  poor  simple  prey, 
Rough  fishermen  whose  rugged  clay 
Melts  at  a  witching  voice, 
Or  rovers  homeward  bound 
Who  tender  now  with  open  souls  rejoice, 
So  easier  victims  to  the  spell  of  sound. 


She  gazes  till  a  sail  floats  by  : 
Then,  ere  a  human  eye 
The  ship's  still  passage  could  descry, 
Points  with  a  dooming  finger  :  yet  no  light 
In  her  grey  orbs  rude  eagerness  betrays. — 

Her  sister,  too,  in  passionless  delight 
Leans  out  and  peers  into  the  ocean  haze. 
O  then  together  on  the  restless  waves 

They  cast  a  long  soft  note 
That  might  enchant  a  shrivelled  wizard's  ear 

And  even  Circe  daze. 
So  rich  and  round,  so  clear, 
Smooth  as  the  tide  that  in  the  harbour  laves 

A  scarcely  rocking  boat, 
Their  voices  one  creep  to  the  distant  deck. 


Thro'  the  rowlocks'  ringing  bark 

And  the  clatter  of  swift  recoil 
Steals  the  music  dangerous  as  wreck. 
Then  the  rowers  in  the  hold  long  and  dark 

Drop  the  oarthongs,  quit  their  toil, 
Let  the  water  on  their  oars  trickle  down  into  the  sea, 

Sit  and  hear  it  pealing  now 

Thro'  the  gurgle  round  the  prow 

As  the  ship  a  way  yet  cleaves 

On  the  last  of  their  heaves. 
O  woe  for  the  hardy  and  woe  for  the  free  ! 

The  hawk-eyed  helmsman  glances  round 
Searching  for  the  issuing  sound  : 
Slacks  the  tiller  in  his  grip, 
Heedless  fingers  turn  the  ship. 

Now  all  bend  low  again  and  smite 

With  flash  on  flash  like  sweeping  swords 

The  grey  sea-road  and  haste  towards 

That  baneful  headland  out  of  sight. 
No  cry,  no  cheer,  no  speeding  word 
But  only  half-spent  gasps  are  heard, 
As  forward  weary  bodies  lunge 
And  deep  the  dripping  oarblades  plunge. 

Each  stroke  that  lifts  the  vessels  nearer 
With  its  ruthless  hammering  beat 

Forges,  as  the  melody  clearer 
Charm  distils  more  subtly  sweet, 
Faster  links  in  a  magic  chain 

That  draws  them  in  half-drunken  pain. 
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Soon  from  the  wild  sea-welter, 

From  open  danger's  zone, 
They  swing  to  that  smooth  shelter 
Where  terror  lurks  unknown, 
A  bay  of  laughing  waters 
That  hide  a  thousand  slaughters. 
There  all  draw  breath  again  and  sigh  ; 

For  there  against  the  sky 
Sit  the  twin  shapes  so  lovely  and  so  nigh  : 
And  the  sun  is  on  the  golden  of  their  hair. 

Saw  ever  man  a  snare 
That  so  filled  the  eager  eye  ? 

Did  ever  music  swell 
With  such  lure  and  deadly  spell  ? 
For  their  victims  are  blind  to  their  loathly  invisible  glee 

When  they  wave  their  slim  arms  and  arise 
With  glory  of  gesture  to  welcome  their  innocent  prize. 
0  woe  for  the  hardy  and  woe  for  the  free  ! 

Now  even  while  the  sailors  sit  at  gaze, 
While  heavy  limbs  with  hope  and  passion  tingle 
And  breath  is  scarcely  breathed  thro'  open  lips, 
Sudden  their  bark  is  stayed,  as  the  keel  grips 

Softly  upon  the  shingle 

And  stirs  them  with  dull  pause  from  mute  amaze. 
Still  not  a  sound  breaks  from  their  manly  throats  : 

They  fear  to  mar  the  notes 

That  sweetly  rise  and  fall  in  echoes  thro'  the  bay. 
But  silent  singly  each  man  quits  his  thwart 
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And  grimly  treads  across  the  barren  sand, 

As  tho'  with  sword  in  hand 
He  moved  by  stealth  to  seize  a  pirate  fort 
And  at  a  whispered  order  devilish  crept 
Thro'  moonless  dark  while  the  fool  foeman  slept. 

Meanwhile  each  Siren  from  her  watching-place 
Instinct  with  evil  grace, 
Tall  lissom  loveliness 
Meet  for  a  god's  caress, 

Half  armoured  in  a  cool  and  pearly  dress, 
Half  bare  to  sight 
Pale  rose  and  daisy  white, 

Moves  down  a  rocky  path  with  tranquil  pace. 

Lastly  they  meet  and  pause  :   so  hand  in  hand 
Wait  for  the  captured  band. 

Droops  now  the  deadly  song, 
Its  poison  shed,  its  waste  and  sin  achieved, 

The  spoiling  of  the  strong, 

Bold  men  debased,  deceived. 

The  last  notes  fall 

And  fade  along  the  chine's  encircling  wall. 
But  still  they  live  to  flood  the  sailors'  ears 
Nor  let  them  see  the  havoc  of  past  years. 

Men  press  on  blindly  stumbling 

O'er  bones  in  seaweed  crumbling 
And  feel  no  doubts  and  fears. 

One  only  seems  to  shake 

A  drowsy  head  and  wake 
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From  poisoned  sleep  :  he  knows  not  what  to  fear 
But  halts  and  stares  with  unperceiving  gaze  ; 

And  dimly  in  his  ear 

Runes  the  smooth  murmur  of  the  neighbouring  sea 
Like  memory  welling  up  from  other  days, 
Haunting  him,  calling  him,  warning  "  Be  free  ! 
While  there  is  time,  hear  and  come  back  to  me." 

Yet  not  the  urgent  wave 
With  myriad  voice  renewing  last  appeal 
Can  break  the  chain  and  one  poor  prisoner  save. 
He  looks  and  looks  again,  then  turns  his  back 
And  staggers  lost  and  loyal  down  his  doomed  fellows'  track. 

Round  the  deserted  keel 

Once  fortunate  and  fleet 
The  waters  beat,  the  little  waters  beat. 

Lone  and  unmanned, 
For  ever  anchored  in  the  yellow  sand — 

Her  prow  shall  ne'er  be  crowned 

With  garlands  homeward  bound. 
Over  the  empty  shore  white  seabirds  wheel. 


BELOW 

O  mortals,  howsoe'er  ye  boast 
There  lies  no  league-estranged  coast 
That  hath  not  filled  a  wanderer's  gaze, 
And  tho'  ye  ever  love  to  seek 
New  paths  across  the  ocean  maze, 
New  havens  in  a  lonely  creek 
Or  island  half  enwrapt  with  haze, 

Yet  much  we  still  may  call  our  own, 
Yea,  little  of  our  realm  is  known. 
Below  in  many-fathomed  deeps 
Are  mysteries  more  rare  and  strange 
Than  ever  pilot,  tho'  he  keeps 
Good  vigil  and  his  eyes  wide  range, 
Might  catch  between  the  billows'  leaps. 

Many  a  tale  round  harbour  quays 

Is  told  of  visions  on  the  seas, 

How  mounted  on  a  curling  crest 

Whirls  shrieking  by  some  foam-born  sprite 

Or  Amphitrite's  self  has  pressed, 

Before  the  stormwind  breaks  the  night, 

To  reach  her  bower  of  halcyon  rest. 

But  Wonder  yet  would  ope  his  eyes 
If  he  but  knew  what  deeper  lies — 
Past  shelving  rock  and  lissom  weed, 
Where  never  diver  drew  quick  breath  : 
Past  hollows  where  sea-monsters  breed 
And  never  flags  the  war  of  death 
Among  their  many-peopled  seed. 
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Behold,  our  Neptune's  palace  stands 
Reared  on  a  golden  base  of  sands. 
Behold  the  amethystine  door, 
The  pearl-encrusted  roof,  the  dome 
Searching  for  sky,  the  crystal  floor 
Meet  for  the  footfall  light  as  foam 
Of  maids  a  royal  mother  bore. 

Thro'  windows  of  transparent  jade 
Princesses  in  a  curtained  shade 
Watch  scaly  menials  floating  by, 
A  myriad  in  one  gleaming  herd, 
Or  decked  in  gorgeous  livery 
Some  legate  posts  at  Neptune's  word 
With  messages  of  sovereignty. 

Loudly  above  may  Boreas  blow 
But  cannot  stir  the  calm  below. 
No  night  can  make  it  more  profound, 
No  growing  radiance  marks  the  noon  ; 
All  things  sway  softly  without  sound 
Like  changeful  phantoms  or  the  moon 
In  lustrous  bed  of  water  drowned. 

We  Tritons  only  break  the  spell 
With  blasts  upon  a  trumpet  shell 
When  Neptune's  pleasure  is  to  rise, 
Four  white-maned  steeds  to  draw  his  car, 
And  driving  under  wintry  skies 
Behold  'mid  clouds  one  furtive  star 
Which  faintly  all  the  gloom  defies. 


The  Nereids  too  have  carols  blithe 
Between  their  dances  loose  and  lithe  : 
As  once  was  heard  by  Argo's  crew 
Before  they  found  the  Golden  Fleece, 
When  Peleus  in  his  manhood  drew 
Thetis  to  be  the  friend  of  Greece 
And  quit  for  love  her  mansions  blue. 

No  mortal  since  that  sound  has  heard, 
More  shrill  than  that  heaven-haunting  bird 
Which,  soaring  voice  and  soaring  wing, 
In  bursts  of  music  sunward  steers. 
But,  tho'  oft  memories  falsely  ring, 
Thus  might  we  for  dull  human  ears 
Render  a  chant  the  Nereids  sing : — 

Amphitrite,  leave  thy  jewelled  cave, 
Come  apparelled  like  Poseidon's  bride  ! 
Then  majestic  upon  the  wave 

Thou  shalt  ride 
While  we  maidens  circle  at  thy  side. 

Once  by  Naxos  thou  with  us  didst  play  : 
King  Poseidon  followed  in  our  wake. 
O  remember  thy  bridal  day  ! 

For  his  sake 
Threefold  homage  from  us  thou  shalt  take. 

King  Poseidon  saw  thee  as  we  danced  : 
Lordly  lover,  claimed  thee  for  his  queen, 
Bore  thee  voiceless  and  numb  entranced, 

All  unseon, 
Down  to  his  chamber  hung  with  curtains  green. 
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Thence  in  radiance  issue  full  as  fair 
As  when  virgin  thou  didst  win  the  King. 
Mounting  up  to  the  sea-cool  air 

We  will  bring 
Song-oblations  till  the  cliffs  shall  ring. 

Such  might  their  lay  be,  tho'  uncouth 

And  but  a  shadow  of  the  truth 

Is  our  rough  music.    Nought  beside 

Wakes  echoes,  not  a  stir  so  faint 

As  when  some  ruin's  door  pushed  wide 

Cuts  in  a  flash  the  silk  restraint 

Arachne  with  her  web  had  tied. 
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